AN OLD-FASHIONED CHRISTMAS
IT was a brilliant moonlight night, but extremely cold;
our chaise whirled rapidly over the frozen ground;
the postboy smacked his whip incessantly, and a part
of the time his horses were on the gallop. ".He knows
where he is going," said my companion, laughing," and
is eager to arrive in time for some of the merriment and
good cheer of the servants' hall. My father, you must
know, is a bigoted devotee of the old school, and prides
himself upon keeping up something of old English hos-
pitality. He is a tolerable specimen of what you will
rarely meet with nowadays in its purity, the old English
country gentleman; for our men of fortune spend so
much of their time in town, and fashion is carried so
much into the country, that the strong rich peculiarities
of ancient rural life are almost polished away. My father,
however, determined in his own mind, that there was no
condition more truly honourable and enviable than that
of a country gentleman on his paternal lands, and there-
fore passes the whole of his time on his estate."
We had passed for some time along the wall of a
park, and at length the chaise stopped at the gate. It
was in a heavy magnificent old style, of iron bars, fanci-
fully wrought at top into flourishes and flowers. The
huge square columns that supported the gate were sur-
mounted by the family crest. Close adjoining was the
porter's lodge, sheltered under dark fir-trees, and almost
buried in shrubbery,
The postboy rang a large porter's bell, which resounded
through the still frosty air, and was answered by the
distant barking of dogs, with which the mansion-house
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